The George Sand-

other things. The brave are few. The book is selling very well
nevertheless, in spite of politics, and Levy appears satisfied.

I know that the bourgeois of Rouen are furious with me
"because of pere Roque and the cancan at the Tuileries."
They think that one ought to prevent the publication of books
like that (textual), that I lend a hand to the Reds, that I am
capable of inflaming revolutionary passions, etc., etc. In
short, I have received very few laurels, up to now, and no rose
leaf hurts me.

I told you, didn't I, that I was working over the fairy play?
I am doing now a description of the races and I have cut out
all that seemed to me hackneyed. Raphael Felix didn't seem
to me eager to become acquainted with it. Problem!

All the papers cite as a proof of my depravity, the episode
of the Turkish woman, which they misrepresent, naturally; and
Sarcey compares me to Marquis de Sade, whom he confesses
he has not read!

All that does not upset me at all. But I wonder what use
there is in printing my book?

CXXXVI.    To GEOEGE SAND

Tuesday, 4 o'clock, 7 December, 1869
Dear master,

Your old troubadour is being jumped on in an unheard of
manner. Those people who have read my novel are afraid
to talk to me of it lest they compromise themselves or out of
pity for me. The more indulgent declare I have made only
pictures and that both composition and plan are quite lacking.

Saint-Victor, who puffs the books of Arsene Houssaye, won't
write articles on mine, finding it too bad. There you are.
Theo is away, and no one, absolutely no one takes my defense.
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